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pulled down. Thus far, in her new surroundings she had
controlled herself, but little Thumbelina, trembling within
the doorway, looking up into the bloated scorbutic face,
saw that one of the old explosions was about to take
place.

" Get inside, you, and get your box packed/' Mrs. Long*
bottom said and taking Thumbelina by the shoulder she
gave her a vigorous shove, so that she reeled backward and
collided with the hatstand. Faced by this mother of her's,
she was no longer the little woman she tried so hard to be.
She was a terrified child, but there was rebellion under her
terror. The idea of never seeing her mother again, never
again handing over all her small earnings, was one she
secretly nurtured; and now, recovering herself, she cried:
" You go on, our mother. Who're you pushin*. ? "

The disturbance brought Elsie out from the sitting-room,
and her appearance gave Thumbelina great comfort. She
was still wearing her green frock, and her hair, the child
thought, looked wonderful. Oh, Miss Dillworth would soon
deal with our mother ! Mrs. Longbottom advanced into the
passage, walked up to Elsie, and glared into her face. Elsie
could smell her rancid skin and the liquor on her breath.
She felt sickened and frightened, seeing that red face blotched
with scurf thrust towards her own. " So you're the whore ? '*
said Mrs. Longbottom.

Thumbelina did not know what a whore was, but she
knew that this was a dreadful word. She saw Miss Dillworth
go pale, and in anger she cried: " You shut your dirty
mouth, our mother. Don't you come here making trouble.
This is a good place, this is. An' you*ve got no right to talk
to Miss Dillworth like that."

Mrs. Longbottom did not answer, but landed a fiat-
hander on the child's cheek that sent her staggering. It was
so aimed that Thumbelina's stagger took her backwards,
towards the still-open front door, and she would have fallea
upon the threshold if a pair of strong arms had not caught
her. Theo propped her upright, looked at her flaming cheek,
at this unknown evil-featured woman standing with hands
on hips, elbows aggressively out-thrust, glaring into Elsie's
face, at Elsie herself, wearing still the defeated apathetic air
with which she had stood before that youth in the hotel
lounge, and he asked: " What is all this ? Is there anything
I can do ? "